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Now the square was deserted. The i6th Century Catholic
church loomed vast and white out of the huge and dense chestnut
trees. The Town Hall, with its Renaissance gables, was empty
and dark; so were the museums and the modern Commissary of
Finance, so modern that in the midst of the monuments and relics
of the far away it stood out like an anachronism.

I looked at Zhizhka's monument in the middle of the square.
Sword in one hand, dagger in the other, helmet on head, cloth over
his blind eye, his enormous moustaches curling beyond his cheeks,
an expression of sturdy reserve in his sharp-featured, high-cheeked
face, he inspired neither reverence nor terror. Not even his knight's
armour and the Polish \ontush (overcoat) with the enormous sleeves
at the sides, made him formidable. Yet during his life he was as
ruthless as he was brilliant. A real crusader, he showed no mercy
to those brethren who in his judgment had strayed from the
righteous path. Thus when the Adamites, a small sect of Taborites,
had carried their communism into the realm of sex and walked
about naked and whored indiscriminately, Zhizhka was so angry
that he ordered their extermination by fire and sword.

The city which he had built was intended not merely as a place
for homes but as a military fortress. The streets radiated from the
square like spokes from the hub of a wheel, only they ran not in
straight but in zigzag lines to make impossible long-range shooting
and to provide Taborite soldiers with invisible shelters from which
they could suddenly swoop on the advancing foe. To this day the
streets have retained their original layout, nor is any one allowed
to convert them into modern avenues.

The buildings, though renovated and rebuilt, have conformed to
the original style of architecture. Low and thick-walled, with the
windows often barely rising above the pavement, they give the
impression of closeness inside. Yet from the glimpses which I
caught through open windows, the rooms seemed spacious and
comfortable. Some houses were lighted by lamps, some by candles.
The streets were electrified, and I passed one house where I saw a
woman leaning out of the window reading a book by a street lamp
hanging from the eave above her. There were no pavements on these
winding streets, and the cobbles sloped towards the centre to provide
drainage. Uneven and unshapely, they billowed along like wind-